The Life and Death ^ 

I' Thatallthctreafonsofthefc cightcenc yeares 

LI Complotted and contrived in this Land, 

p Fctcht from falfe their firtt head and fpring.' 

r Further I (ay and further will maintaine ? 

i V pon his bad life, to make all this good, 

I That he did plot the Duke ol^lehtrt death, 

I Suggeft his foone beleeving adverlaries. 

And confequenrly like a Traytor Coward, 

Slue d out his innocent foule throughiftieames of blood: 
Which blood, like lacrihcing-^^r/zcrycs, 

(Even from the tonguelefle cavernes of the earth) 

To me for lufticc, and rough chafticement : 

And by the glorious worth of my delcenr. 

This arme {hall doeitjor this life be fpenr. 

How high a pitch his refolution foares j ’ 

7'»*w^ofAfor/«>/4f,whatfayeftthou tothis ? 

Oh let my foveraigne turnc away- his face. 

And bid his eares a little while be deafej ' • ' 

Till 1 have told this flander of his bloody ■ 

How Cod and good man bate fo fowle a Iyer. 

^ •^'»^‘^‘’»'^>'Wmpartiallareoureyes and eares, 

t Werehepurbrother, nay,ourKingdomes'hei're 
As he is but our fathers brothers fbnne;- " 

Now by my Scepters awe,Imakea vo\V' ^ . I' 
Such neighbour-ncerenefle to our facred blood, • • ' 

Should nothing priviledge him, nor partiaiize 

I he unttooping firmenelle of dUr Upright loule. ' ' ^ ‘ 

iicismirSubieii fbartthoti 

Freefpeechand fearelefle, Itotheealiow. ^ ‘ ' ! . 

ThenAW/»»j-^w^^aslowastothy^^^^ j* 

Through thefalfe paffageof thy throat ; tlioulycfir „ , 

Three pares of that receipt I had for "'t I 

Disburft I to his Highnefle fouldiers ■ ■ T" - cn I 
iheotherpart rderv’d Ibyconfent, - i 

tor that my foveraigne Liege wasin my debt, 

Vpon remainder of a deare account, ‘ 

Since lain wem'to to fetch his<2uedie: 

Nowjwallow downexhat lye-For <?/W.r7death, 


I 




ef Richard the ftcend. 

I flew him not ; but (to mineowne difgrace) 

Neglev51cd myivvorne duty in that cale : 

For you my Noble Lord of Lancafter, 

The honourable father to my foe. 

Once I did lay an ambufhfor your life, 

Atrefpalfethat doth vex my grieved foule: 

But ere I laft receiv’d the Sacrament, 

Idid confeireit,3nd exaaiy begg’d 
Your Graces pardon,and I hope I had it. 

This is my fault: as for the reli appeal’d. 

It iffues from the rancour of a villaine, 

A recreant,and moft degenerate Traytor, 

Which in my felfe I boldly will defend. 

And enterchangeably hurle downe my gage,- 
Vpon this overweening Traitors foot. 

To prove my felfe a loyall Gentleman, 

Even in the beft blood chamber’d in bis bofome. 

In hafte whereof thoftheirtily Ipray 
Your Highneffe to alligBeour tryall day. 

King. Wrath kindled Genlemen be rul*d by me: 

Let’s purge this choller without letting blood: 

This we preferibe , though no Phyfition. 

Deepe malice makes too deepc inciflon. 
Forget,forgive,conclude,and be agreed, 

Our Doffors fay, this is no time to bleed. 

Good Vncle.let this end where it begun. 

Wee 1 calme the Duke of your fonne. 

Qmnt. To be a make-peace fhall become my a°e. 
Throw downc(my fonnc)the Duke ok' Norfolkefa^oz^ 
■King. And AToy/(7//^^jthrovv downe his. 

Gaunt. '<Nh&ciHarrj when? Obedience bids. 

Obedience bids, I fhould not bid agen. 
King,N9rfolke,thxo^ downe.webidjihcreis noboote. 
^ow.My felfe I .throw (dread Soveraignc)at thy foou 
My life thou flialt command, but not my lEamc, 

The one my duty owes, but my faire name 
Deipjght of death that lives uponmy grave . 

To darkc dilhonours ufe, thou llialt not have. - 1 

I am 


